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phetic odour of smokily burning leaves. Marlowe
took out his key and let himself into his church. It
was not a beautiful church, St. James's. The glass
was violently crude and there was a very ugly
reredos supplied by the Ladies' Guild of St. James's
1 in memory of Emma Jane Courtois, a Worker
Before the Lord.' The church smelt a little stale, as
though somewhere damp hay was stored, as though
near the very ugly stone font a great cheese were
secreted and mice busily occupied there.

Nevertheless Marlowe loved this church and it
was his home. He knelt in his own seat in the choir
and prayed to God to forgive him. He thanked God
for sending His servant in the shape of a mean and
vindictive usurer to wake him to a proper sense of his
own backslidings. He had wickedly neglected the
service of God, but it should be neglected no longer.
His mind was not entirely clear as he prayed. It had
been in a state of confusion, distress and unhappiness
too long to be suddenly now sharp and accurate. As
he knelt there he felt in close touch with God, but he
was also pursuing the Allgaier with its breath-taking
chances, its surrender of a knight, its exposure of the
king, and he was thinking of Penny, her sweetness
and beauty, he was thinking of his headaches and
how suddenly they had left him.

His mind was cleared. He was in close contact
with God. He had the sensation of resting in His
arms, of encirclement and protection. There was no
longer the presence of the stern Inquisitor. That
was over. ' Save my children. Go forth, my son,
and do your duty. . . .' Very clearly, as though
actually he heard a voice, he remembered how Penny
had told him that she had been to Seatown and